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trouble about my affairs when there was so much else
to claim His attention, did not strike me as at all extra-
ordinary ; nor does it now: Life has thought for even the
meanest of her creatures : God knows when even one
sparrow falls to the ground.

The mission for which we had volunteered was to sever
the telegraph line to the west of Baghdad, which linked
that city with the Euphrates ; then, after refuelling, to
fly north, and cut communications with Mosul. But the
tank space on our " Longhorn " was insufficient for the
oil and petrol required for the journey, and special
arrangements had to be made for carrying spare tins
with which we might refill, with luck, at our first halt
With great luck, considering that we were to land in
hostile territory, imperfectly mapped.

However, the need for a bold stroke was urgent and
anything that would in any way tend to isolate Nur-ed-
din, the doddering old Turkish Commander-in-Chief
defending Baghdad, from Marshal von der Goltz Pasha,
the German veteran of victories who was hurrying down
from Mosul to relieve him, would help our forces to win
their desperate hazard.

Desperate the hazard was, as Townshend knew very
well, and as the men of Kut were soon to learn. But
Townshend was not his own master. He had advised
his superiors against the advance to Baghdad, and
he had been over-ruled. So, amongst other and more
important enterprises, he risked a valuable pilot, an
elderly aeroplane, and the present writer on a venture
whose success must always have been doubtful.

Off we went, just as the sun rose in an amethystine mist
across the Tigris.